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ANG, A place of leaves: and ah! how still it is!
She sits alone amid great roses.
Gio.                                        She?
ANG, Who is he that steals in upon your bride ?
Gio. Angela!
ANG.               And no sound in all the world!
Gio. What doth he there ?
ANG.                            He reads out of a book*
There comes a murmuring as of far-off things*
Nearer he drew and kissed her on the lips.
Gio. His face, mother, his face ?
ANG.                                       Tis dark again,
Gio. His face ? that I may know him when we
meet.
ANG, His face was dim: a twilight struggles
back.
I see two lying dead upon a bier-
Slain suddenly, and in each other's arms.
Gio. Are they those two that in the roses kissed ?
ANG. Those two!